Lincoln sits on the couch. Luna lays down its length with her feet in his lap.

"Sabrina..."

"Colin..."

"Oh, Sabrina..."

"Oh, Colin..."

"Oh, please."

"Luna, shush!"

"You actually enjoy this show, bro?"

Lincoln puts on a scowl, without averting his gaze from the TV. "This is a tense, romantic moment. They've been building up to this for half a season!"

Onscreen, tears run down the angles of Colin's jaw. "Sabrina... they're taking me away. They're taking me away in the morning. I'll never see you again."

"Oh, my love, to be with you for just one night... it would mean the world to me!"

As Colin and Sabrina embrace and kiss, faking passion, Luna looks over to the clock. Ten forty-seven. Then she looks to Lincoln. Rolling her eyes and smirking, she passes him a box of tissues.

He sniffles and dabs his eyes with one. "Thangs, Luna."

"Oh, Sabrina..."

"Oh, Colin..." As he cries into her hair, she begins unbuttoning his shirt.

Luna raises her eyebrows and grins, putting on her fake accent. "Now, THIS stroikes me fancy!"

Lincoln glances at her, confused.

"Oh, come on, love. He's a beaut! Absolute dynamite! Lookit the abs on 'im!"

Lincoln does, but sees nothing more than the show's tall and muscular protagonist, whispering his love interest's name. "You're weird," he says, looking back at Luna.

"It's no' weird, Lincoln! Imagine how you'd feel if... oh, look a' that. Perfect timing."

"If what?"

"If that lady were to take 'er dress off, is what."

He looks back to the screen and goes bug-eyed. Luna supresses a laugh.

"She... she's not wearing..."

"Oh, nope."

While her back may be toward the screen, her front is facing Colin. He begins kissing Sabrina on her neck, then her shoulders. She moans in a façade of plasure.

"Oh, come on," says Luna. "They 'aven't even made it into bed yet, and--" she prods at Lincoln's lap with her foot. "Ooh. You REALLY loike this, don't you, love?"

"HEY!" Lincoln reaches down and covers his crotch with both hands.

Luna laughs, and pulls her feet away. "No worries, mate. It's only natural. You've go' a pulse, an' she's a pretty girl, roight?"

The camera pans downward, and, cinematically, a pair of panties drops down from around Sabrina's legs. Following a fade to black, the channel cuts to a commercial for laxatives.

"Well, ain't that just romantic."

"Y-Y'know what?" Lincoln grabs the remote and turns off the TV. "I... don't really need to see the rest of this."

"Yeh, me neither. You know, they banned that sort of medicine advert in Englan'."

He stands up "No, I mean, the show. I-I'm still sitting at the kids' table, y'know? Don't wanna grow up too fast!"

"Bro," says Luna, in American, "If they were gonna show anything more than they already have, they'd have done it by now."

Lincoln waves his hands, shooing away the thought. "R-Really. It's bedtime anyway. Past bedtime."

"You know I don't care, bro-"

"Goodnight, Luna!"

He runs up the stairs with admirable speed. Luna follows with a concerned expression on her face.

"Lincoln? Bro?"

----

The doorknob to Luan's room clicks, and, with a jolt, she closes a window on her laptop. Luna walks in.

"Hey, sis."

"Ah, hey."

Luna undoes her belt, removes her boots and socks, and begins to slide out of her skirt. "Think I might've scared off Lincoln," she says.

"What happened?"

She pulls her shirt off. She leaves her clothing where it falls, because it's late on a Friday night. "Eh, I made fun of him for getting hot-and-bothered by something on TV."

Luan raises an eyebrow. "Is he even old enough to get hot-and-bothered?"

Luna shrugs as she unclasps her bra. "'parrently."

Out of politeness, Luan returns her gaze to her laptop. "Well, you know what I'd say in this situation?"

"Gimme a minute, and I'll figure it out." Luna removes the bra, retrieves her nightshirt, and pulls it over her head before responding. "Aight, I got nothin'. Tell me."

"I'd say 'Sorry for giving you such a HARD time!' Ahaha!"

"Oh, shove it," says Luna. "But I guess I should apologize."

And so, rather than heading to bed, she leaves the room. Luan gets up, closes the door, and returns to her laptop. She selects 'History,' and then 'Recently closed windows.' "Now," she whispers, "where were we?"

----

As Luna approaches her brother's door, she begins to hear a noise, a repeated dry breathing, coming from inside. She identifies the sound as Lincoln crying, and slowly opens the door.

Beyond it, she sees Lincoln, briefs pulled down below his bare bottom, poised to fall backwards off of the bed he's kneeling on.

"I got you, bro!" shouts Luna, as she dives forward to catch Lincoln as he falls; however, she only succeeds in getting her arms crushed beneath him. "Ow... oh, I'm real sorry-"

"No! D-Don't look!" Lincoln tries to pull his underwear up to cover himself.

"You all right, kid? Can you sit up?"

"I'm fine! Just... move your hand!"

She notices that her right hand is grabbing one of his buttocks, and pulls it away. "Ah, sorry, sorry!"

"Jeez..." whispers Lincoln.

Luna moves to object, but realizes that she's earned a 'Jeez' or two. "I'm really sorry, Linc. I thought you were crying in here."

"What?" Having covered himself properly, he sits up and leans against the bed. She rights herself as well. "No, I wasn't," says Lincoln. "I was... I wasn't crying."

"Yeah," says Luna, with half a smile. "I gotcha."

"Luna, please don't tell anyone!"

"Hm? About what?"

"About..." He gestures at his underwear.

Luna gives him a dismissive look before standing up and closing the door. "Sit down with me, bro."

Not knowing what else to do, he obeys.

She wraps an arm around his back and smiles. "Okay, Lincoln. On the count of three, we're gonna say it together. Ready?"

"Say what?"

"Masturbation. Now... One. Two. Three. Masturbation."

"Ma... Masturbation."

"Awright. Now, listen to me, kid. Every man and woman on the face of this planet either masturbates or is living a sad, sad existence. Oh, man, this reminds me of a song! Wish I had my guitar."

"Thought Mom said no music after eight o'clock."

"Yeah. So, I'm gonna have to sing it for you."

"I assure you, it's not nec-"

"When the wind is howlin' through your window pane, it's not the only pain of the night!" She picks up an air guitar. "Brr-wrr-err-WHIRR-r..."

Lincoln sighs and sits back.

"You're burnin' up in your bed-" She gives Lincoln a light punch to the arm. "-you got a fever of love, and there's not an antibody in sight! Brr, wr-tss, tss, TSS! Hey, Jenny, Jenny, why you cryin'? There's a beauty of a moon in the sky - Brr wr-err-WHIRR-r... - but I guess, when you've been leading such a sheltered life, you never lift your head and look so high!"

Lincoln tries, without success, to unravel the metaphors between her sick air guitar riffs.

"You don't have a lot!" She puts a hand on his shoulder. "But it's all that you got, and you can turn it into more than it seems! Just give it a shot! AH!" She faces him directly, looks him in the eye, and gives him the most caring, the most proud, the most unyielding smile he can imagine. "Fantasize every movement and imagine every inch of your dream!" She takes a break in the lyrics to wet her lips. "No one said it had to be real - had to be real! - but it's gotta be somethin' you can reach out and feel now!"

Unable to contain herself any longer, she stands up to play her air guitar properly.

"It ain't right, it ain't fair... castles fall in the sand, and we fade in the air! And the good girls go to hea-a-a-ven, but the bad girls go everywhere! Oooh, now good girls go to hea-a-ven, but the bad girls go everywhere!"

She drops the air guitar and grabs Lincoln's arms. "Somebody told me - somebody told me! - somebody told me; now I know every night in my prayer, I'll be prayin'-" She gestures towards Lincoln. "-that the good girls..."

"... go to hea-a-a-ven," they sing together, "but the bad girls go everywhere!"

"Good job, Linc!"

He can't stop himself from smiling, though he knits his eyebrows and shakes his head. "But what's all that mean?"

Luna sits back down next to him. "It means that, sometimes, you just gotta give your body what it wants, bro. And if it wants sex, and you can't find a guy - uh, in your case, a girl, to help you out, then you gotta use your hand. And a little imagination."

"Oh."

She pulls him into a half-hug. "So, no worries, okay, bro?"

"Actually," he says, "I think I have a few more questions."

She shrugs. "Shoot."

"You said everyone... masturbates."

"Almost."

"So, you've done it?"

She nods her head, blushing slightly but smiling nonetheless.

"Luan's done it?"

"Dude, just a few minutes ago, she was in her bed with a laptop. She's probably going to town right now."

"What? What's the laptop have to do with anything?"

"'s for porn, dude."

Red splashes across his face.

"That girl watches more smut than anyone, I swear."

"I-I didn't need to know that, Luna."

"Point is, yeah, Luan masturbates."

"Right... And... Lori? Leni? Lynn?"

"Well, I can't prove it, but I'm sure Lori and Leni have. Not so sure about Lynn."

"And Mom and Dad?"

"Guarantee it."

"Mrs. Johnson!?"

Luna giggles. "Yeah, dude. Everyone."

"...Christina?"

"Mmn... How old's this 'Christina?'"

"I think she's eleven."

"Oh, probably not. Let's say everyone fourteen and up."

Lincoln bows his head a little and looks away. "Oh."

This earns him another giggle from his sister.

"Uh, another question," he says, looking back to her, adrenaline racing through his veins. "How do girls do it?"

"Masturbate?"

"Yeah. I mean, what do you do? Er, they do. Girls in general. Not just you."

"I understand, love. And, well, girls... you know what our nethers look like, right?"

He nods and blushes; he's seen a diagram once or twice in school.

"So, we... We use our fingers, and... oh, jeez. I don't know how to describe it, really. You'd have to..." It's her turn to blush. "Well, Lincoln," she says, putting her false accent on, "do you really wanna know?"

"Well, yeah, I guess."

"And can you keep a secret?"

He nods, so she stands up and faces him.

"Then you best keep yer gabber shut about this, awright?"

Luna stands up, faces her brother, and sighs.

"I love you, Lincoln. You know that?"

"Y-Yeah. I love you too, Luna. Wh-"

She pinches her nightshirt at the hips, make a subtle pose, and curtsies. Lincoln's eyes go wide. "Check it, love. Panties."

Lincoln stares at the little white skull pattern on the front and the curly hairs poking over the waistband.

"Gotta start by getting these off, though."

She reaches under her shirt and sticks her thumbs into her panties. She slides them down her thighs and over her knees, then steps out of them with one leg, then the other. Her shirt falls below her hips as she does this, but Lincoln's heart still begins beating in double-time, and he begins to fidget, having forgotten where to put his arms and legs.

Luna twirls the panties around her index finger, putting her other hand on her hip, before releasing them them onto the floor. She laughs as she watches Lincoln squirm. "Oi, love, you okay?"

He nods, but she smiles and steps over to him.

"'ey, don't be so nervous," she says, bending over to embrace him around the shoulders. "Remember the song? Good girls go to hea-a-a-ven..."

"... but the bad girls go everywhere," he finishes.

"Yeah, that's it, love. Now, settle down, okay?" She backs up and looks him in the eyes. "I'm the same sister you've always known, right?"

"Right."

"And you want to know how girls masturbate, is that right?"

"Y-Yeah."

"Then lift up my shirt."

"What?"

She stands up, such that her hips are level with Lincoln's hands, and her breasts with his face. "Lift up my shirt, Lincoln."

He breathes a shallow breath, in and out, and reaches for her hips with shaking hands.

"That's it, love..."

He grabs the hem of her shirt, and he would swear he can feel each thread of cotton in the fabric.

She puts a hand on the back of his head and softly strokes his hair. "Now, up."

He lifts, slowly and carefully. Another shot of adrenaline pumps into him when he pulls it past her hips, though the front of the shirt still hangs below, covering her womanhood.

"Just a little more, now."

Lincoln pulls higher, and the shirt rises completely past her hips. Lincoln stares, breathing heavily through his gaping mouth. Luna can feel each breath between her legs.

"Does it strike yer fancy?"

Centered between Luna's hips lies a triangular patch of thick, brown, curled hair, densest towards her crotch, where it cradles an enticing set of pink labia.

"Lincoln, this is... well, the technical term is 'vulva,' but no one really calls it that. Most people just call it a 'pussy.'"

She pulls his hands away, letting the shirt fall down again, and sits back down on the bed - this time, leaning against the wall opposite Lincoln, with her legs extended along the length of the bed. He has a clear view up her shirt, but she hikes it up over her hips, exposing herself once again to her brother. He kneels on the bed, between her shins, and leans closer.

"Pass me your pillow, would you, love?"

Lincoln hands it to her; she lifts it over her head and stuffs it between her back and the wall. All the while, Lincoln keeps his eyes locked on her exposed lower lips.

"Oh, that's better, isn't it? Now, the first thing I like to do is apply some lubrication." She raises a hand to her mouth and begins to suck on her middle and ring fingers.

For the first time in several minutes, Lincoln speaks. "Wh... what's that for?"

Luna pulls the fingers from her mouth and smirks. "Ever gone down a water slide without any water in it?"

He shakes his head.

"Me neither, really."

She lowers her moistened fingers lower to her sex and begins rubbing them along her labia. Her pubic hair is brushed and pushed around by the movement of her wrist, making a slight chafing noise.

"So, when a lady masturbates, she has to use her fingers, not her hand. Mm. Like this."

Her brother, on his hands and knees, watches her fingers slide around her pliant folds.

"We start by rubbing. Up and down, or 'round in circles. But girls have a sweet spot, and it's roight... ah, roight here. Between my fingers roight now. See? And when you touch i', this is what 'appens."

She slides her fingers upward and then back down.

"Mmn!..." All at once, her legs bend, her toes curl, and her back arches slightly. "... nn. It's absolute dynamite."

"I can see."

"It's called... ah. The clitoris. Or the clit, if you like. Nnn. Now, what you shouldn't do is just go at i' nonstop. That gets uncomfortable." She takes a deep breath that borders on a gasp. "And you can't rub too hard, either. You've got to be... annh. You've got to be gentle."

Lincoln reaches down to adjust his underwear. Then again.

Luna giggles. "Lincoln, love."

"Hm?"

"Don't pretend I can't see tha'."

"Ah!" He covers his groin. "I-I'm sorry, Luna! It's just-"

Taking her hand away from her sex, she laughs as she talks. "Lincoln, Lincoln! What is it I've been telling you?"

"Uh, be gentle with a girl's c... clitoris?"

"Before tha'. Lincoln, you're a young lad. And I'd like to think I'm a pretty young lass. There's no shame in gettin' a stiffy roight now."

"... A what?"

"An e-rec-tion." She gives him a daring smile. "Lincoln, your body's askin' for something. And if I were you... I would not deny its request."

"What... Are you saying I should just... jerk it? Now?"

"Fantasize every movement," she says, "and imagine every inch of your dream."

Lincoln looks down at his erection, then up at her. Her smile holds fast. He slides off the bed and hooks his thumbs in his underwear. After one more look at Luna for reassurance, he slides his hands down. When his briefs are at his ankles, he sits back on the bed and pulls them off his feet, then returns to his previous position, kneeling between her legs. His penis points straight towards Luna, as though magnetically attracted to her. When Lincoln settles into place, she's already begun masturbating again.

"Mm. Feeling better?"

"It's... liberating," he says with a shy smile.

"Well, there's nothing to wait for. Start when you're ready."

He shakes his head subtly. "It can wait."

"No rush, love. No rush. Nnnhh..." She bites her lip, and her muscles tense up for a moment. "Time for your next lesson, Linc. Watch."

She pushes her fingers between her inner labia. Her first, then second knuckles disappear inside herself before she begins to pull out. Lincoln's eyes go wide.

"Now... ah. This does feel nice, but remember, the sweet spot is the clit."

After thrusting her fingers in a few more times, she removes them. They glisten, coated in clear fluid.

She holds her hand up for Lincoln to see, and his eyes lock onto it. "This is how you can tell a girl's havin' a good time."

"What is that?"

She shrugs, and her smile drops a little. "There's no technical term for it, so most folks just call it pussy juice. Never fancied the name, though."

"It... it smells like something."

"Something bad?"

"No. Like..." He takes her hand and puts it under his nose. "... halfway between a flower and... pine wood, or something. And your sweat."

She smiles again. "Pine wood?"

"Maybe. It smells... good." He pauses for a moment, then sticks out his tongue and touches it against her glazed fingers.

It's Luna's turn to widen her eyes.

"Tastes kinda like sweat."

"You like it, love?"

He shrugs and releases her hand. "It's nice."

Luna brings her hand back down to her sex and begins to stroke it again. Lincoln, aroused by her scent, begins to idly stroke his shaft.

For a few minutes, they sit in silence, save for quick moans and staggered breathing. Lincoln watches, entranced, as Luna massages her sex; as she bites her lip and curls her toes; as her nipples grow erect through her shirt; as her skin turns rosy and flushed.

She brings her fingers, once again covered in her fluids, up to Lincoln. Driven by primal lust, he opens his mouth and closes it around her middle finger. She pulls it past his lips, leaving a feminine musk in his mouth.

"It really is nice," he says.

"Want some more?"

"... Yeah. I do."

She smirks and looks down at his member. "Then, what say we switch things up a little? You help me out..."

She sits up and puts a hand on his thigh.

"... and I can help you out, too."

Lincoln blinks once, hard. "You mean you want to... jerk me off?"

"Only if you fancy getting your fingers wet. Favors for favors, love."

He covers his mouth with his hand for a moment, looking down at the moistened hair between her hips. His member pulses to the beat of his heart. "Okay," he says. "I'll try it."

She spreads her legs, presenting herself to Lincoln. "Ready when you are, then."

He crawls forward and leans over Luna, breathing in the smell of her sweat and the heat from her skin. His hand presses into the bed near her waist, supporting him, and she runs her hand up his tricep and grabs his shoulder.

"Just remember what I told you."

With his other hand, he touches her hip. His fingers drag across to her carpet of hair, and he traces circles on her mound with a gentle touch, forming transient braids and whorls.

"You like the bush, mate?"

"... Maybe. It's just... new."

He strokes downward, reaching softer and more pliant skin, until he finds himself touching a moist lip of flesh. His finger draws a line down one labium, then up the other, with twitches and shakes.

Luna puts her free hand onto his other shoulder and massages his deltoids. "Sshh. Take a deep breath, love."

His shoulders rise and fall, and he begins to stroke her sex with a new confidence. His fingertip circles her clitoris, then strokes downwards along its hood. She squeezes tighter, and he pulls his hand away.

She says, "Don't stop."

So he begins again.

"Ooh... that's it, love. More of tha'."

"Like this?"

"Nn! Yes, jus' like that. Oh, love..."

He slides himself forward, allowing him to switch hands; he licks his fingers of Luna's rosy musk.

"This... mm! This is what I needed, Linc."

"You're enjoying it?"

She smiles, trying to laugh, but can only gasp for air. "Yes, love. Oh, yes."

After a few minutes, he finds that he can pleasure her without holding his gaze on her sex. He looks up to Luna's face, expecting to see her eyes closed; instead, they contact his own.

"You're doin' wonderf'lly, love. Keep at i'..."

Lincoln loves how she moans with his every touch and stroke. He loves her blissful smile and her flushed skin. He loves the way her shirt drapes across her shoulders and breasts and waist. He loves the pilose texture around her folds. But, even more, he loves the smell of wood and roses and pheremones, the smell of hot wires and the polish on her guitar, the smell of day-old perfume, the smell of sweat and sex and lust and life.

"Lincoln," says Luna, "do you know... what an orgasm is?"

"Y-Yeah."

"Good - ah-h-h! - Because I'm about... I'm gonna... oh!"

Releasing his shoulders, she claps her hands over her mouth. Her legs squeeze together around Lincoln's and she grinds her sex into his hand. She moans a high-pitched note with a quivering voice. Then another. She frees her mouth and tries to catch her breath, laughing in between gasps, and lays back with a satisfied smile.

As the orgasm fades away, Lincoln slows the motion of his fingers. He takes them into his mouth for another taste of Luna's scent.

"Oh, love," she says. "Oh, c'mere, love."

She guides him by the shoulders, forward and over and down, until he's laid on top of her, face-up with his neck between her breasts. She hugs him around the chest and kisses the top of his head.

"That was dynamite, Lincoln!"

"Th-Thanks," he says.

"You're gonna grow up to be a ladies' man. Just you wait."

"You think?"

She rustles his hair. "Girls are gonna be lining up at your door. Guarantee it."

He smiles at the thought.

"Before I forget - I believe I owe you somethin', don't I?" She traces a hand over his shoulder, across his chest, down his side, then lower. He feels her fingers on the base of his penis.

Shivers run down his spine and across his back, staggering his breath. "Luna..."

"Sssh. You don't 'ave to say anythin', love. Just let your big sister take care of you."

Her fingertips brush along the side of his shaft, sending a tickle of pleasure into his pelvis. She touches her first two fingers to her thumb and drags the ring down the length again. Reflexively, he thrusts his hips, but she holds him down.

"Easy, now."

She massages up and down his member some more, and he tries to relax his body into his sister's. He times his breath to synchronize with hers, and relaxes his head, allowing it to lay on her chest. He feels her strokes quickening in pace, though her grip is as gentle as ever.

"Oh, Lincoln, love..."

He becomes lost in her heat, her hold, her scent. A wave of pleasure and comfort washes over his body, blocking out his fear and confusion.

Luna bends her head down and whispers into his hair: "I love you, Lincoln."

A shot of adrenaline courses through his blood, and waves of pleasure are born within his body. Each coalesces onto and travels up the length of his shaft, accompanying a small shot of semen. Hot fluid sprays over his belly and chest.

For a minute, neither Lincoln nor Luna speaks. No sound can be heard, save for their heavy breaths and their pounding hearts.

"I love you too, Luna."

Luna reaches up to one of the model airplanes hanging from his ceiling. At her touch, it sways on its strings, almost mimicking flight.

"Hey. Careful with that."

"Sorry, Lincoln." Her real accent breaches through. "I hope that answers your questions, 'cause I'm spent, bro."

"I think I understand, love. Ah, I mean, Luna."

She giggles and strokes his hair. "Oh, you should probably get some tissues or somethin'. That stuff's nasty if you let it dry."

"Ah - right!" He slides out of her embrace, setting his feet on the floor.

She stands up and lets her shirt fall down again. "I think I'm gonna get some washcloths, actually. Wouldn't want Luan to smell my flowers and pine wood."

He smiles. "Good thinking."

----

Luna returns with two damp cloths and a glass of water. She passes Lincoln one of the former with a "Here you go."

"Thanks," he says.

"And drink this before you go to sleep," she says, indicating the water. As she wipes down the insides of her thighs, and her brother his torso, she addresses him. "So, remember. This has to be our special secret, okay?"

"Yeah. I understand."

"But... if you have any questions in the future - about sex, love, or anything else - you know you can ask me, right?"

"... I know."

She stands before her brother and puts her finger under his chin; she leans over until he can feel her breath on his cheeks. "And if you want us to have this very same discussion again, you can ask me for that, too."

He affirms, and hands her his used washcloth.

"As for these..." With her foot, she prods the panties she's left on his floor. "You can keep 'em around for a while. Just get them down the laundry chute in the next few days."

She embraces Lincoln again and plants a kiss on his cheek.

"Now, I'm sure you're tired, too. Let's both get to bed, awright?"

"Y-Yeah. It's way, way past bedtime."

Her smile hasn't faltered in some time, but she shows it to him once more, along with eyes of love and pride. "G'night, bro."

"Goodnight, Luna."

On her way out the door, she turns back to her brother. "And, remember. No shame in takin' some 'personal time,' now and then. Cool?"

He smiles and nods. "Cool."

----

Luna closes the door to her room and lets her eyes adjust to the darkness. Nighttime grays begin to differentiate themselves into furniture, instruments, and a sleeping Luan. An LED in a laptop blinks from under her bed. As Luna's pupils dilate, she sees her sister's teeth in the shape of a satisfied smile. She smirks - not with disdain, but with familiarity.

As she climbs up to her bunk, she hums a tune.

"Da-da-da-da da da-da-a-a-da... but the bad girls go everywhere."